the Depression hit, my father, a carpenter, was hit
hard. No one was building and he worked for a
dollar a day, probably on the WPA.
We had a mini-farm which kept
us in food and even gave us a small income. The
farm’s centerpiece was a cow named Betsy. My
Uncle Emerson Kelly had a farm with a dairy herd
near us in the town. Betsy started life on his farm.
She was a Jersey, a breed noted for milk production.
Somehow, she had knocked off the right horn on
her head and broken the other off, leaving a 3-inch
or so stump. My Uncle Emerson practically gave
her to my father because she had the habit of using
the horn stub to push her way through fences, and,
of course, take the rest of the herd with her! She
was, to say the least, feisty and apt to get ornery as
she didn’t want to be driven back to the barn.
When she became our cow, we
named her Betsy! She still kept her way of getting
out of a fenced area, so Dad usually had her on a
long chain attached to a long eyebolt driven into the
ground. He moved the picket to different areas so
she always had good grass to eat. Doris and I were
careful to keep our distance when Dad was with us
because she was very jealous of him. One day we
were in the pasture with him and Betsy ran into
Doris, knocked her down and jumped over her! She
didn’t hurt her, but certainly scared her into near
hysteria!
To keep Betsy in the pasture and
from jumping over anything in her way, Dad put a
yoke on her neck which hung down to her knees
and prevented her from leaping over anything. At
any rate, Betsy was a valuable member of the family during hard times, providing us with fresh butter,
cream, milk, etc. She was quite a prolific milk producer and Mom made enough butter to sell and
make some extra money. Thanks, Betsy!

operator on the other end. The telephone company was located on Main Street in Fleischmanns and was “manned” 24-7 by many local
women. I don’t recall any male operators. Depending on which operator you got you heard,
“Number please,” or “Operator.” And then you
gave her the number you wished to call. She
had already plugged into the light on the peg
board in front of her that lit up when you picked
up the phone. Then she plugged in to the number you wanted to call and rang it for you. In
front of her on her desk was a little “joy
stick” (at least that’s what I recall they looked
like when I visited Mom at work as an operator)
that went in four primary directions, like a compass. And she would press it to ring once or
twice, depending on if the number ended in a 1
or 2. For example, 148-M1. Or it could be M2,
or J1 or J2, or W1 or W2, or R1 or R2. Yep.
An 8-party line. Unfathomable today.
Not everyone had an 8 party line, but
we did. What’s a party line? A shared phone
line. And only one of you could use it at a time.
If someone else on your line was using the
phone you couldn’t make or receive a call. You
knew if they were using it because if you picked
up the phone to make a call you could hear their
conversation. So you hung up and waited a few
minutes, then tried again. If they were still on
the phone, you waited longer! Occasionally an
impatient caller-to-be would break into the conversation and ask if you could wrap your call up
so they could make one.
On the other hand, if you were on the
phone, you could usually hear the click of another person on the line picking up their phone
to make a call. And hopefully, you’d also hear
the click of them hanging up their receiver. If
you didn’t hear the second click you knew they
were eavesdropping on your conversation. Actually, it was kind of like an audio form of FaceBook today! But you didn’t have to “friend”
them. They were friended by virtue of the fact
they were on the same party line.
And fortunately, or unfortunately
(depending on how you look at it), most of the 8

Number, Please!
Linda Kelly Armour
147-R1. That was our phone number until
the early 60’s. No dial phone. No dial tone.
(OMG, that’s all now vintage too!) You picked up
the phone receiver and waited until you heard the
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small businesses and Halcott took quick advantage,
funneling money to those businesses that got hurt.
Later on, CWC announced the availability of funds
to clean up the woody debris in streams – sure and
dangerous bullets in a future flood for downstream
infrastructure. Once again, Halcott stepped up to
the public pocketbook and received funding to clear
out the Vly Creek behind the homes of Dan Chesire,
Susan Benedetto, Karl & Bertha VonHassel, and
Alex Korolkoff.
Greene County Soil and Water Conservation did not leave us alone, but brought over experts
from a streamside recovery program “Emergency
Watershed Protection Program,” run by the Natural
Resources Conservation Service. They have identified several sites throughout the town that will be
eligible for this money and we are awaiting warmer
weather to start plans for this. Part of Greene
County Soil and Water is Michelle Yost, Director of
the Watershed Assistance Program. She has helped
in every way, putting together wording for grant
applications, keeping us on track for deadlines to
submit those applications, and a constant resource
for what is and what is not allowed.
As you know, the Highway Garage was
badly hurt by muddy debris, and then mold which
quickly set in. Job Corps volunteers were called
and came in, five strong, for three sessions of cleanup. The New York State Department of Labor offered money to hire emergency workers to help with
the clean-up and Halcott stepped back up to the
public purse to take advantage of this program, hiring two young men to help with the clean-up. They
worked a total of sixteen weeks, together with a
contractor and the highway crew to bring the Highway Garage back.
Greene County Highway Department responded as quickly as they could considering the 22
other bridges that were lost in Greene County, and
over the ensuing months have been a valuable resource in trying to untangle the puzzle of how to fix
the Hubbard Rd bridge. They are also the ones responsible for the mountain of chips behind the
Highway Garage, available for all residents to use in
our gardens.
And FEMA? And SEMO (State Emer-

gency Management Office)? I save these guys until
last, for their work is ongoing. Although we have
yet to receive much in the way of money, (the
wheels of the federal government turn exceedingly
slow) the efforts of these representatives have been
huge. They have been to Halcott countless times to
visit sites, to count culverts, to measure road surfaces, to fill in the blanks of all the paperwork that
is required. Judy Moran of FEMA continues to
work tirelessly for us, even though she has several
other towns as well. I often get emails from Judy
after 7PM, indicating that she is still in the office.
The “State” guy, the SEMO representative, is Pat
Battista who, like Judy, is a true advocate for the
Town, teaching us about how to apply most effectively for reimbursements. Halcott has ten different
sites each requiring its own paper trail; how and
where to enter each contractor’s fee, each number of
hours spent by our highway crew, each machine
used, each piece of gravel, culvert pipe or riprap,
copies of the back and front of each check paid out - all must be accounted for.
Disasters are awful. But it is truly balm to
the heart, like the phoenix arising from the flames
of destruction, to witness the people who are there
to help afterwards. As a neophyte disaster survivor,
I have relied over and over on the advice and assistance of these caring, compassionate people. Far
brighter in my memory than the ghastly sights that
met our eyes on August 29th, will be the sweet faces
and hearty laughter that surround the recovery.
Halcott has been truly blessed.

PASSAGES
Congratulations to Erin (Asher) and Gale Neale on
the arrival of Callen Asher Neale, born January 18th
and weighing 5 lbs 9 oz. According to proud grandmother, Marilee Asher, he’s growing like a weed.
Perhaps in a few years, he’ll be willing to carry on
the TTOH Christmas edition posterkid tradition
begun by his cousins, Sydney and Brinna.
From Linda Kelly Armour, daughter of Hilton and
Stella:
For those of you who may not have heard, on Feb.
13 Dad lost the central vision in his left eye due to
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* Darkness lingered when the women rose to go to
the tomb.
What a surprise when a similar black and
white Easter card was sent to the church! It came
from Red Bird Mission in Kentucky where my sister
did some of her student nursing 35 years ago. The
homes she saw there were impoverished with dirt
floors, outhouses and outdoor water sources. Their
present day card held a different story of darkness
which seems especially appropriate to us in the
Catskills this year. It went something like this:
The lady of the house (if you could find her
house among the hundreds under water) had only
one request – a Bible. She had found what was left
of hers in the mud and spread it out to dry in the sun.
It was Holy Week. Red Bird staffers were sick at
heart, right along with the residents they were helping. Heavy equipment was plowing a path through
the mud, debris, merchandise, household goods and
personal effects.
“Then suddenly we saw them! The Easter
lilies that had washed out of the florist shop raising
their dazzling white heads out of the mountains of
mud. God’s sign of Hope! God’s sign of Hope!”
We, too, can take courage and have hope,

for nothing shall separate us from the love of
Christ – not flood nor job loss nor indebtedness
nor economic disaster nor grief nor loneliness nor
illness nor any other manner of darkness (see Romans 8:31-39). Rejoice! “God is . . . a very present help in time of trouble.” Psalm 46:1. So go
ahead, have a very Happy Easter!
Holy Week Services
If you are not worshiping elsewhere during Holy Week, we invite you to accompany Jesus
on the journey from Palm Sunday to Easter at the
following services:
Maundy Thursday on April 5 – 7:00 p.m. at the
Fleischmanns Community Church
Good Friday on April 6 – 7:00 p.m. at the Halcott
United Methodist Church
Easter Sunday on April 7 – 10:30 a.m. at the Halcott United Methodist Church
Sunday services return to 10:30 a.m. this spring. It
is a right and a privilege to worship together, free
from oppression. Everyone is welcome. “Let us
not give up meeting together, as some are in the
habit of doing, but let us encourage one another . .
.” Hebrews 10:25a.

THE TIMES OF HALCOTT
813 ROUTE 3
HALCOTT CENTER, NY 12430

* Dark was Sabbath night for the grief-stricken and
frightened disciples.

